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GABRIEL DOGLIATTIs ™"One of our newspaper colleagues was in Home awhile ago
on a magazine assignwent and he sends us a letter. we suspeot that he wants us to
read it, Yecause he gawve it a title, ®*Guilt by Present Association." Here it 1s.
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(EXCLIPL)
Diplomatie Desk at 7215 p.ms over WGAIS (nashidngton)s

WiAs soon as I got my suit pressed, I looked in on the AP office to find out
who was premier and all such (things?). The same day I called up an old friend,
but instead of talking, be tells me to yrab a cab, they're having company for lunch and
they'll wait for me. His place is famoue for splendor, a show-place, one of the places
in Rome that has footmen.'" T

(The writer of the letter then described meeting a beautdiful 19-year-old girl
with a title similar to that of a Baroness, who had come out of the Danube., le
was asked to help her get a six-month's visitor's permdt to New York, which he said
was being stalled by the U. 8. Consulate.) : ' _

"'This time I by-passed the visa desk and called & man who's way up in the
Lmbassy. He suggested we have lunch. ~nd «bout the time we're having strawberries,
we get down to business. bNow this girl, e sald, have you a personal interest?
Emphatically no, I said. That's good, he sald, we don't discuss security cases,
you'd be smart not to sponsor people. Who's sponsoring? Well, he said, you're
sure (WORD UNCLEAR). We talked some more but I couldn't get anything more except that

it's not smart to sponsor strangers.

#1T dialed the Baronese and told her o yget to the hotel fast. 8She came and 1
told her I'd just seen an embassy man. ‘here's something wrong, I tell her, Baby,
give. Ever join anything to the left? lhe communists, she sald quietly, shot my
father. How about fasoiets? <That, she siid, I believe was over with when I was
ten. We (floundered?) some more for awhile, and then it oame. I wonder, she mused,
if it could be my brother. He was & communiat. 4nd ther I hear her tell how this
rich 17-year-old lad had developed & concern for suffering humanity and thought
that the answer was to holler at communist rallies. I eap there, thinking of my
visit to the embassy, and wondering about those stories how every fifth man in
our embassy was supposed to be CIa, and 1 »untly persplired.

¥ 'But what has thia to do with e, asked the pretty girl, I loathe communisn.
uwoney, 1 sald sadly, 1t's complicated; :i» : are Senate committees and ilouse comti-
ttees; there's an immigration law and & s-vurity law, and tie FBI and the Cla. The
fact that you hate communiem barely puts ,u on first base. Qur govermment doesi
figire it éwes you the labor of findin, oit if a communist in your family is dauye:-
‘wus or just quaint. .

"'Well, the story ends there, say:s w.c letter, vitting in that ornate hotel
bar, looking at the lovely profile, I nad to choosa: Prince Valiant and rescue =«
baroness, or smeak out the back. I never hesitated. I smeaked.

"'I made ons more call at the embussy, to tell toen that I just 'mat the lovely
thing, in & royalist houschold, in fact, und wusn't sponsoring arybody. Viell, we
know that, said tas man. We kiow everythin, . X

"'You can't tell me, concludes the letter, that QVLil'yfiéé_f'bh:‘ﬂi&n is }wt, a Cla

+
—in. ' .

Approved For Release 2005/01/05 : CIA-RDP75-00149R000700530024-4



